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Dawn 

Light breathes its innocent first breath 
Soft on a world that needs it SO9 

Low on a world that listeneth. 
I see the horizon sharper grow, 
And by earth's darkening face I know 

The unrisen sun that wakes beneath, 
A whole day's life that stirs below. 

All fates that men go forth to meet, 

In indistinguishable guise. 
Together held, the sad, the sweet, 

Helpless in dawn's restraining skies. 

Wake in a mist of secrecies, — 
Though one man dream of joy complete. 

And one of griefs assured surprise. 



Possibilities 

Who knows, who knows, what passing thing 
Into my life to-day may fling. 

To be the longest task of all 
That life is wont herself to set 
How to remember, — or forget, — 

How to abandon, — or recall. 

For me what beauties that survive 
The little adtual life they live 

May, in the substance, die in vain ? 
And what delight that's over soon 
May round the fiill of memory's moon. 

And hold in check — ^what seas of pain 7 
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Beyond 

Swift to scatter all that charms 
Hear the world her pleasures preach, 

Till to silence she alarms 
Life with deeper things to teach. 

But, for every man and each, 
Hours there be beyond her harms, 

Poems safe beyond her speech. 
Wings that never felt her arms, 

Love that meets him out of reach. 



Friends 

Loy of the friendship of our Thoughts that met. 

The instant vow, 
Shall we — ^who die, who weary, who forget,-— 

Allow? 

Shall we — ^for pity holding still apart— 

Bid thim draw near ? 
Oh Thought ! to Thought (tho' never. Heart ! 
to Heart) 

Be dear. 



Losses 

In every battle something dies ; 

And I defy you, knowing this ? 
Loss in the wings of Vidlory flies ; 
And more than any ravished prize 

Reverses miss. 

If thine the day, oh love, or mine. 
Some sweetness, harmless and remote, 

Shall slaughtered lie, or wounded pine, 
Hurt with the thing that anger smote. 



Apart 

A PIECE of cliff that broke away» 
Unaltered else, but single, stands. 

And still the old sun its flowers obey, 
And still the old rain its growth commands. 

Oh flowers I gather with my hands, — 
Oh flowers that touch I never may, 
As dreams remote, as near as day, — 

What Power disposed, and understands ? 



Incognito 

An angel came and touched my hand. 

His hidden name 
Nor he nor I could understand; 

Nor of his fame 
Knew he, nor of the way he came. 

But, as he went, I learned and bowed, 

But would not cry 
For him to hear, his name aloud. 

To rank so high 
Were pain to his humility. 
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Denial 

High heaven denies me to myself. No blame 

Nor praise I win. 
Renotmce me, Sorrow, and deny me, Shame ! 

Forsake me, Sin ! 

I was a will, I was a heart, a soul, 

As men may be ; 
But all have slipped the shadow of control 

That made them me. 
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A Broken May Branch 

Dead branch, you have chosen a flowery place 
To hang, and dwindle in brown disgrace. 
There's life a-drift in the tree to spare. 
Whose white breath covers it everj^where. 
Did the snows of beauty, that fell to crown 
Yoiu" limbs, with weariness weigh you down ? 
Or, on less delicate murder bent. 
Did some random shaft of accident 
Blast you there in your sweet retreat, 
Single sadness within the sweet ? 
For the tree's sweet life continueth. 
Sad, oh branch, with a single death, — 
And the month's sweet creed you blossomed from 
Is sad with a single martyrdom. 



10 



Day 



Thb sun's new vow, 
The colour of his kiss, 
The hillsi all bright with innocence, allow,— 
Their own and his. 

While earth — possessed 
With one more day's surprise, 
And faith renewed to stand the glittering test- 
Illumined lies. 



II 



Invocation 

The ear of day is strained and weak. 
And careless of its own content., 

Night makes a silence for thee ; — speak ! 
And Love's alone on earth ; — relent ! 

The eyes of Day for thee decline 

A moment of their watch to give. 
Night makes a darkness for thee ; shine !• 

A welcome ; live ! 
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Song 



<' Hast thou gems for men to see, — 

Pearls to shine ? *' 

" Treasures strung but brokenly — 

Words of thine.** 

** Hast thou thoughts for men to guess, 

Or for me ? " 
** Nothing rarer, nothing less. 

Than of thee/* 
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"Who Knows?" 

Who knows what shadowy brows may share 
The laurel wreath on the vi(5lor's hair ? 
How many a silent sickle sweeps 
The field one living conqueror reaps ? 
What fateful power, from the past that held» 
His course to vi<5tory half-compelled ? — 
And howy in his fall, shall the ccmquered tell 
If himselfi or his fathers, fell ? 
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The Balance 

Must I endure with nothing to forgive, 

Who did a shade wrong thee ? 
Oh love, an instant less than perfetft live, 

A little injure me. 

Wound me at last. For once a word of mine 

Thy service did forsake. 
Deal harshly now, lest all of me that's thine 

Be but the amends I make. 
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Respite 

Lo, to-night 
Pity lords it over Pain ; 
Pain, who banished pity quite, 
Tribute of your tears to gain. 

Now to mirth. 
Every little tender string, 
From the ruder winds of earth 
Pleasure folds, and sets to sing. 

Lightly she 
Trifles care and thought away. 
Lightly? Yes.-.But foolishly ?— 
Let your sleeping sorrow say. 
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Silence 

This hush of death I How could I know hefore. 
When earthly speech was all of thee I heard. 
So sweet a spirit of thy silence wore 

Thy word ? 

How shall I live with you, oh world, and share 

Your lot, 

How talk with you, when the one voice I hear 

Speaks not ? 
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The Few 

'Mid lives so numberless* how few 
Born to the end that each should love ! 
Forth from the crowd, distindt, above» 
Come three or two. 
And trap the heart to leave it true. 
Oh World, that sought its &ith to prove, 
•Tis wisely, wisely ye withdrew 1 
For Love's a sleep, and not for you 
His dreamers move. 
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Sight and Sound 

Oh wonder shown ! A sound to see, 

A sight to hear ! — 
Your words in forms of light to me 

Appear. 

Oh music that mine eyes have caughtt 

And listen yet 1— 
Oh vision to my hearing taught !— 

Shall I forget ? 
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Secrets 

Lo, for the memory's sake of thee. 

That silent on my spirit lies, 
I dream that Nature looks at me 

With softer eyes. 

She with her secrets touches mine ;- 

On me her loftier loneliness 
A moment lets its promise shinei— 

Its glory press. 
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" How best forget ? " 

How best forget ? 
Give every memory place ; 
All, to the influx hurrying yet, 
Themselves efface. 

How best recall ? 
Make fast the unwilling gate ; 
And for the opening each and all 
Together wait. 



21 



Approach 

Into my heart you come a thousand ways; 

In multitude you come ; 
New selves born freely of the changing days, — 

Old selves that seek me confident of home. 
My arms are opening for — I know not whom. 

Oh life beloved that many a mood must share^ 

Is one too new, 
Or wise, to trust me as the old ones do ? 
They come, they come ! — The strange, familiar, 
dear; 

Unquestioning all, — innumerably you. 
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Love Heroic 

Companioned on the path you chose, 

You go the way 

A hero goes. 

His words you say, 

Your deeds he does. 

Though in your love to heaven he rose, 

The way he knows 

Immortal in your life to stay. 
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Meeting 

4 

In Time when shall our meeting be, 

And how, and where ? 
Behind a Thought oh wait for me ! 

I found you there. 

I fotmd you, marvellous, lost, unknown, 

An instant caught, 
The glorious intimate alone 

Of that one Thought. 
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Battle 

Levies of Cain, to shadow run, 
Dead at his bidding, of them now 

Lives there a thought of life foregone,— 
The slender why, the piteous how ? 

And if, to earth that's bought with blood. 
Such backward thought might win from them. 

Would it be found of tolerant mood ? — 
Or reach the slayer to condemn ? 
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The Dream 

Am I so bankrupt of delight 
I turn upon the stars for pain ? 

The happy stars that dream all night 
The dream I must not dream again ! 

Oh not imtil the stars to use 
The glory of my dream forbear, 

Its robe of light need I refuse 
As earthly, for myself to wear. 
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The Answer 

" You will not change ? " My dear, for this 

Love goes in silence ail the day. 

Shall I without him answer Nay ? 

No word of his 

Is mine to say/ 

So sure in heaven, so far away, 

So fixed, so free his honour is, 

He surely may 

Be true to go, or true to stay, 

Though all the blind should read amiss 

His falsehood false, his change decay. 
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Nemesis 

If an angel, unaware 

I had left thee grieved afar^ 

Through the free celestial air 
Moved upon me like a star, 

At thy frown within his smile 

I should tremble all the while. 

Every favour blindly given 
Thy reproach would make to me. 

So the simniest smiles of heaven 
In thy human censures be, 

My beloved, glowing thro' 

Each rebuke I bear from you. 
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Slavery 

Slave of my thoughts I made thee, sweet, 

Yet set thee over every one. 

Thee they proclaim, to serve thee run, — 
Thee snare, thee capture, thee defeat. 

But aught desired hast thou undone ? 

Command thy conquerors ! As they meet, 

How fleet 
Their wings to attempt the moon are gone ! 
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Departure 



Now let me sleep, and that which sleeps in me 

Awake; 
Now let me die, and my mortality 

Forsake, 

Now £ast on Hope, and on the flight of Love, 

I follow free. 
But Time was slow the heart of heaven to move 

For me. 

Stars saw, and Days upon the other side 

Passed by. 
And| save of Sorrowi ceaselessly denied 

Was I. 

Hail ! Day of Death I Comei sweet Samaritan !-*• 

For here 
Are wounds for thee to every art of man 

That teach despair. 
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Are You So Poor? 

Arb you so poor ? But in the past 
You have a childhood left asleep ; 

And joys that last^ 

In their own moments folded Geist ; 
And songs that their first silence keep. 

Are you so poor with none to sing ? 

Is joy the theft 
Of Time beyond remembering ?— 
Ah then, — the lost, a fieurer thing 

To findi is left. 
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Precedence 

First to the feet of Pain she bore 
The man his mother comforteth. 
Oh childless mothers, pass before !• 
Whom — mothers less, 
And mothers more,— 
Who spared them breath, — 
Your little tearless children bless. 
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Dew 

LovB is the flower of the world, 
And the flower of the world lies sick ; 

So dry are its leaves, and curled, 
The dust of the world so thick. 

Come into my sight, my dear, 

Its withering joy renew ; 
Drop into my heart, and clear 

The dust of the world like dew. 
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Forward 

Negligent of hurt, 

In heroic gmse^ 
Peacefully alert, 

With his onward eyes, 

Through the heart of pain. 
To the front of strife, 

Love, with loosened rein. 
Spurs the laggard life. 

Such a strength in man 
He can force or find| 

Lovers in the van 
Leave the world behind. 
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Hope 



HoPB that is blindfold is not blind, 
Else might her eyes go free ; 

She bends her brow for Time to bind- 
For Time that cannot see. 

And till the voice of heaven translate 
The dreams she dwells upon, 

The veiled stars of her vision wait 
The veiling of the sun. 
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Intellect 



Is night the excuse for such a star ? 

Oh answer me ! 

The purpose of your light are we 

That blindest be, 

That darkest are ? 
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Intellect 
II 

Oh spirit rare, 

In thought devout, and tender with the speech 

That it must wear, 

On you, it seems, that who of us draw near 

Throw, each. 

The onus of a soul to teach. 

The burden of a fog to clear. 
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Intellect 
III 

Since in the paths of mental liberty 

A finished saint, 

To such as you 'twere death to be 

A moment free 

Of thought's restraint. 
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Intellect 

IV 

Light meets you by a different way ; 

The things that others care to preach 

You only say. 

Ah, down from that superior speech, 

That lofty day, 

'Tis lower, lower yet to reach 

The highest of the good that they 

Can find to teach, 

Or pray. 



*-- - 



39 



Intellect 



By day and night, 

And everywhere, 

This traitor spirit, crystal-clear, 

Breaks still the confidence of Light 

In ambush there. 



FRAGMENTS 
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Privilege 

Careless of death, the gay unborn ! 

Heedless of night, the unrisen mom ! 

Subje<5l to both, oh Day forlorn, 

Together we 

Endure the scorn 

Of that unvexed security. 
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Stepping Stones 

Oh years sunk mutely in the abyss, 

Vocal at last, I hear you say, 
** Our days were stepping stones to this, 

Through floods of chance that washed away 
No rarer thing than love that is, — 

No costlier good than love can pay." 
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Tears 

How full of tears is Love, for thee, — 
Is Love, the only heavenly thing ! 

And we must clear our own to see ; 
And we may smile, if sorrowing 

Be Pity's King. 
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Was It Time? 

Was it Time I spent with thee ? 

Was it he 

In face of whom 

Love compelled so easily 

In a narrow moment room ? 
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Presence 

There's less in adlual li£s than seems. 

Thee, present to my sight to-day, 
I follow with the eyes of dreams, 

And into shadow chase away ; 
For rarely, rarely, imto me 
Can sight or touch deliver thee. 
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A Thought 



A THOUGHT that tired of liberty 

Came down to me. 

If fair it be, 

Oh let it free 

In that great sky that's over thee. 
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Promise 

Chance-glimpsed on earth, this phantom of a 
friend 
'Twere faithless now, 'twere folly, to accost. 
We shall arrive, though on this side the end 

The way be lost. 
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Conquest 

*^ Oh Conqueror, what is left to win ? 

The gates of this thy heaven are wide. 
" Our heavens are — ^not to dwell therein : 

Our earthly heavens are^just outside. 
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Astray 

Oh bright, from earthly things astray. 
You hold me breathless to the stars. 
And I am yours a wider way 

Than earthly limit mars. 
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Alternatives 

You will be part of my death 

If I wholly die : — 
Or of what survives my breath 

But a. part shall L 
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Friend and Foe 

Say, who is here ? A foe ?— A friend ?— 
Both. To the friend in subtle speech 

The foe has whispered to extend 
Help in a hand that cannot reach. 
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Love and Death 

Whilb I was pondering lazily 

On love till death, Death rose, and said, 
" If Love with Death cannot agree, 

I struck your love this morning dead/* 
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Pause 

Now for my Thought that seeks for thee, oh wait 
In all thmgs lovely that deliberate, 

In all things winged that fated are to stay, 
In all repose that fearless is of fate, 

In dawn that is the visible delay 

Of day. 
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Triolet 

My thoughts are turned to tears for thee, 
And perish, perish for thy sake. 

In one last dream, beloved, be ! 

My thoughts are turned to tears for thee. 

Oh tenderest human heart, on me 
The pity of an angel take ! 

My thoughts are turned to tears for thee, 
And perish, perish for thy sake. 
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Triolet 

Oh the world was rich last night, 
But it did awake so poor ; — 

Stars gone out in dreary light. 

Oh the world was rich last night ! 

Dawn has spread the dazzling height 
Such a low and cloudy floor. 

Oh the world was rich last night. 
But it did awake so poor ! 
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Triolet 

THE PAST 

Oh for an hour of the past instead 

To meet thee in To-day, — 
A breath of the life that's all but dead !• 
Oh for an hour of the past instead,— 
A single word of the words we said 

For those we try to say I 
Oh for an hour of the past instead 

To meet thee in To-day ! 
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Triolet 

CLYTIE 

Clytie, Cl5^ie, in the fire 

Tried, and passed to glory golden !- 
Strong to worship and aspire, 
Clytie, Clytie, in the fire 
Fallen once of vain desire, 

Now to sunny vigils holden. 
Clytie, Clytie, in the fire 

Tried, and passed to glory golden ! 



CHILD POEMS 
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Flowers 

Oh tropic Love, to thee we bring 

The flora of delight 
That childish fingers pluck, and fling 

From out the infinite ! 

Through her inevitable sleep. 
Would wistful Memory yield 

The fragile things she may not keep. 
To star thy deathless field. 
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A Birthday 

Light wakes you with no gentler kiss 

To six years old ; 
Your own sweet hair no readier is 

With gold. 

Life has no special gift to-day : 

The whole year through 
Life's happiest self he gives away 

To you. 

Love has no gift reserved, ah no, 

At last to give ; 
How could he hoard his treasure so, 

And live ? 

These, then, to &te the day refuse 

In measure rare. 
And why ? Because their daily use 

Is f£te to spare. 
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A Year 

<< Paint me a portnut of the year.** 
** I cannot, for the 3^ear is gone/* 

<* Then come, and let me find him here* 
In you 'tis vain £9r him to shun 

Our eyes that read him everywhere* 

How shall he perish while you bear 
Such mtness to his race that's run ? 

His nights left darkening in your hairi 
The loss of half its captive sun 

We have for memories— and to spare*" 
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Transition 

Ydti who brought my heart d^eat 
Ere your m£Euicy was gone, 

Ke^p me constant to the fleet 
Change of sweetness moving on* 

Since to earthlier touch compelled, 

From a shy and shrinking past 
Reach the hand that angels held 
* All your childhood thro' so Cast. 
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The Playmate 

For thee thine own self grows to be 

A playmate close and mild. 
Ah, love him not too well t For seot 

How briefly recondledt 
How loosely knit, go Lib and be, 

How slenderly beguiled I 
For Time will surely make for thee 

A stranger of the child. 
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Demand 

Oh here a smile and there a kiss,— 

But always this 
Best service for a child to do, 

We ask of you :— 
In sight, in touch, in memory 

Of Love to be. — 
For, sweetest of the gifts you give 

Is just to live. 
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Apprehension 

With what reserve of helpless fear, 
With falseness how resigned, 

Time whispers at your tender ear 
His promise to be kind ; 

To guard you as he cannot do 

Life bids him swear to such as you. 

For Time is more than half afraid 
To have you for his child, 

Sweet thing that asks a rarer shade, 
A sun more soft and mild, 

Than night of his can ever brings 

Or dawn of his be heralding. 
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Illusion 

Oh truant from the gates of gold. 
What tongue of man shall answer me 

This is not heaven I enfold, 
A snakeless Eden that I see, 

A perfe(5t paradise I hold, 

Where, undismayed of any sting. 
The timorous heart of joy may set 

Its youngest thought a-wandering,^- 
Its shivering mortal — ^to forget,—* 

Its voiceless harmonies— to sing I 
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" The only one that, of all his curls, 
is never to change colour " 

I 

A UGHT or so of golden hair 

Is yours to spare. 
And mine to take, 

Pre dusk of timei ere shadow, wake. 

II 

For this €fC0^ p&cteA thing too shy 

Of growth am I ; 

No breath, no touch, no tenderest kiss 

Of life for this. 

Ill 

The one unchangeably possessed 

Of all the rest : 

Safe from the weary blossoming 

That's after spring. 
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IV 

Your summer will not pause to guess 

A flower less : 

Your autumn will not stop to rue 

A death too few* 



This light to whiten with your snow 

Will never go : 

Time by a golden cloud outrun 

That kept the sun. 
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Cloud 

Gray clouds across the blue that smiled 

Their shadow reach. 
Reludlant Life to every child 

Has tears to teach. 

But oh, my sweet, my tender sky, 

By heaven allowed, 

Shall any cloud 
On blue of yours have leave to lie ? 
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Discretion 

Of all things sweet a child may say, 

The sweetest fear 

A listening ear. 
I will not listen, then, to-day, 

But only hear. 

' Of all t^e lovely looks that fall. 
Unasked and free 
The best must be ; 
I will not wait, nor watch, at all, 
But only see. 
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Forbear I 

A LITTLE of your art forbear I 
Life has not taught you pity yet. 

A little of your sweetness spare ; 
So much you give me — to forget. 

Yet smile, for heaven can bear to see ; 

Smile to your angel. — ^But refuse 
These ignorant earthly eyes. To me 

Give less, give less of heaven to lose. 
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Holiday 



Love has so £eu: on earth to seek 

A need he dare be tender to ; 
Though ever more than he may speak, 

His words are few. 

He waits an ear as innocent 

As thine, that gave him holiday — 
As thine, that gave him heart to say 

The thing he meant* 
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Day-break 

With the little infant day 

Wake, and play I 

From the stars, grown pale behind, 

See, his eyes are turned away I^ 

Blue are they, 

Blue, and innocent, and kind. 

He is young for any pain ; — 

But, with rain« 

Should his little life grow dim, 

We are here to pity him. 

Not in vain 

Of the clouds shall he complain. 

Tears of yours could Love, forget ?• 

Weeping, you ?— 
And his life is jrounger yet 
Far, and earlier ended, too. 

Every toy to please him set ;— 
Let him watch the things you do. 
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Noon 
I 

Thb night of sleep is always near. 
Where human stars go out and in ; 

And this of mine, that's waxing there, 
Wanes to the daylight dust and din. 

But the soft pulses, felt afar, 
Of childhood's half-relutSlant rest, 

Still leave the little earthly star 
To throb upon a human breastt 
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I 



Noon 
II 

You claim an early twilight, sweet, 

Who tire of day so soon ; 
Astonished light and darkness meet 

In your repose at noon,— 
Yet waive their common wonderment 
Your need to solace and content. 

Of all from azure skies day-driven, 
There's many a star- to spare 

To stud the little vault of heaven 
Your flight of dreams may dare, 

And break upon you, one by one, 

As *neath your eye-lids dies the sun. 
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The Ended Day 

* 

Now be tbe trespass of the day forgiveni— 

The dust, the rain I 
Go» lovely life, in faint rebellion, driven 

To Sleep again. 

Be only his. Let even Joy forsake thee ;— 

Or, milder now, 
Some shadowy dream his fiur refle<flion make 
thee,— 

His ghost allow. 
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The Ark 



A FLOOD of dark 

Sweeps on with night ; 
And Where's an ark 

Of light ? 

II 

Gh, richly stored, 
Oh, safe and deep, 

Behold abroad 
The ark of sleep! 

Ill 

From thence away 

Who bade you fly, 
The distant day 

To spy ? 
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IV 

And forth you would 
On wings so weak ? 
The abated flood 

Is still to seek. 



Down, downward rolled 

The sun has set : 
No leaf of gold 

Uncovered yet. 

VI 

And oh, so far 

The ark has gone 
From where you are 

Alone— alone ! 
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The Ingrate 

Night upon her darkling ways 
Paused beside your sleepless bed,- 

Sleepless till the morning rays, — 
Sleepless, for a sudden dread 

Of her bosom, — ^wont to be 

Minister of rest to thee. 

Pausing, passionate and proud» 
Night, a prey to pity deep 

Of the tender ingrate, vowed, 
** I will die to let thee sleep; '* 

And, to calm this trembling breath. 

Westward fled away to death. 
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Dreams 

Oh rule me to be wholly thine. 

Soft, sleephig mesmerist ! 
One moment make the horizon mine 

Of those sweet eyes I kissed ; — 
Within its wide, star-broken line. 

On my bold claims insist 
To see one vision wax and shine,— 

Then lose me in the mist. 

Yet, ever fearful of alarm, 

My Fancy's loth to know 
If sleep has dreams to match the charm 

Its outward touches show. 
She warns me not to risk her harm 

So far a-field, for lo, 
Close captive of my tender arm, 

^ dream of stars ^d snow 1 
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Nocturne 

A PACE on sleep as easily intent 

As on some purpose of the day's delight ;— 
To what dream turned, with what things heavenly 
blent, 

More exquisite ? 

Composed at length night's lonelier life to live» 
These hours, to effort of my care unknown. 
Are love's to love thee leisurely, and give 

To thought alone. 
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Waking 

Whither through the morning fled 

Sleep your friend ? 
Little, fair, forsaken head. 
Heavy with the parting said !— 
Did he linger ? — Or, instead, 

Break a dream before the end ? 

And to-night, the stars among, 

At the sweet 
First note of the cradle-song 
Will he stir,— or listen long ? — 
Lightly touch— or clasp thee strong ? 

Seek to influence— or defeat ? 
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A Child 



Oh added being, fair and new, 
And how, by you, 
To man, to nature, will be paid 
The difference made ? 

II 

A need, a little theft, of sun,-^ 
The debt begun ! 
A little shadow on the grass, — 
But swift to pass. 

Ill 

A little silence from the day 
You take away ; 
And, for the night, a little sleep 
Receive and keep. 



88 

IV 

To human care, that can but grant, 
You whisper want. 
And all the hard, indiffisrent days 
Must find you praise. 

V 

But — in the heart your need befriends 
The plunder ends. 

But— in the heart you pay with peace 
Your robberies cease. 
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A Day 

I 

You, moving with women and men, 
With scarce a fresh moment to live 

In all the dull hours, do you ever think when 
Your childhood had leisure to give ? 

You gave me a day of you then. 

II 

You went through my heart to explore, — 
You chose with the heart of a child ; 

The borders of blossom your fingers forbore, 
Impatient to gather the wild : — 

The side of the world you passed o'er, 

III 

Oh, dark in the tangles you dared. 
The thorns were afraid at your feet ; 

The nettles shrank quivering back, to be spared 
The poison of touches so sweet ; 

The moss for their pressure prepared. 
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IV 

And glad were the flowers to have grown, 
Though helpless, and poor, to repay 

The innocent leisure, the delicate loan, 
The bountiful gift of a day, 

When Time was a toy of your own. 
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A Grave 

Through every hour man lives on earth, his 
grave 

Is there, denied. 
To every Hour his life is givfen — to save, 

His feet, to guide 
Clear of the death that wanders at his side. 

Life took your years so innocent and fleet, 

And kept them his ; 
For ever empty of a thing so sweet 

One small grave is. 
Time to his courses held your childish feet. 
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The Endless Host 

There's a soft host whose van will be 
With life pressed onward to the last ; 

And generations pause to see 
The fair procession never passed;-* 

Mysterious legions, armed to move 

The world at such a cost of love. 

We would not join it, you and I, 
That host we broke from long ago. 

Sweeter to pause, and watch it by, 
And all its wealth of joy to know,-* 

And all its lightening of the world, 

And 'wildering softness, sunny-curled. 
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The Debtor 

Oh, this same life so fresh and gay 
Has differing moods at his commandf 

A debtor he, with tears to pay, — 

And to your tears he knows the way ; 
And you are with him, hand-in-hand| 

And you are with him, day by day. 
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Sleep 

Thb day's spent life goes out with night, 
The last sweet breath of it drawn ; 

Our half of the world gives up its light 
For the beautiful hope of dawn. 

Of a little world that's lost in sleep 
The ad^ual earth goes free, — 

The world your eyes receive and keep 
For only themselves to see. 
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Theft 

Death could not have thee, sweet, and be 

Unsatisfied. 

He'd leave us helpless, to abide 

His coming endlessly denied. 

And so, I see. 

Of him thy loveliness and thee 

Are wandering wide. 

A robber fierce of will was he 

In deed belied ; — 

WhOf fain to steal, could only free. 

For, at his impotent decree, 

Has ever love or beauty died ? 
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